This is very admirable in many ways. The life of simple devotion, the utter unselfishness, the absence of all those extraneous attractions which injure the work of a large number of lay nurses, the ever-present conception of the sacredness of their calling, the freedom from all the worries that are connected with the hard struggle which many a woman has for life, the definite withdrawal from the great lottery game of marriage : these all combine to make nursing by religious orders beautiful in the extreme.
But there is another side to it. I asked one of the Sisters at the Hotel Dieu what she thought of the English hospital methods, and she told me that not only had she never been out of France, but that she had never been outside the hospital walls since she entered them ! It was against the rules of the order ! The same thing struck me at Amiens. There was no interest in, because no knowledge of, the methods of other hospitals. None of that keen competition to have the latest and best of everything, which makes English hospitals so perfect.
A deadly torpor seemed to hang over the spirit of the work. Each sister learned her methods from her preceding sister, and she from the one before, and so on back to the dear old Gamp period. Always deeply honest, always painfully conscientious, but too often hopelessly old-fashioned.
Just as it was difficult for the Roman Church to be moved on with the times, and the Reformation became a necessity, so I see that if the nursing were to fall again entirely into the hands of the religious orders there would be good-bye to progress, and the wheels of advancing science would be hopelessly clogged. Taking it all round, therefore, I come back to our own hospital wards with the profound conviction that in respect to nursing, whether as to the social status of nurses, the honour in which the profession is held, the thoroughness of the training, the opportunity for progress, and lastly, but most important, the general well-being of the patients, we in ' of the many pleasures that come in our daily routine of duty. I have in mind just now a garden party given yearly by some kind ladies, to which fifteen of the most infirm inmates were invited. The difficulty was to get the old women to consent to go. They made such excuses as ' I am too much trouble/ or ' I could not possibly give so much trouble.' However, when I assured them that being helpless, blind, and otherwise infirm must not be an excuse for refusing such a kind invitation, they promised to ' think' about it. I was specially asked to go, so nurse dressed them while I made my own preparations. Two of the party were wards-women, not even able-bodied, but they were most useful in helping to assist with the old ladies. The brake arrived at two p.m.
It was a delightfully warm day. We managed to get the women up into the brake, and when we heard the programme was to drive first it gave great delight. Some had not been out for months, others for years. The drive had been carefully planned, so that we should see the nicest part of the suburbs. It was delightful, under avenues of trees, and past brilliant gardens, and then down the promenade. It gave special pleasure to see on one side gay shops and gaily dressed ladies ; on the other side, beautifully kept gardens. After an hour's drive we arrived at the end of our journey. We were received by the ladies, anxious to assist us to alight. All were safely helped in to the garden, and there we were very warmly greeted. A few special friends from the parish church's mothers' meeting were invited to join us. This was a yearly arrangement, so it seemed like meeting old friends. The hostess had sons, quite young men, who amused the old ladies, and were so kindly and courteous that it did one's heart good to look at them.
The garden was sheltered and shady, and very, very bright with flowers. There were several tables, all prettily laid out with plants, flowers, nicely-arranged cakes, &c. By each plate was a buttonhole of roses, jessamines, and fern. The young gentlemen helped to pin in the buttonholes, and it caused such fun that one could imagine all the party young again. The tea was daintily served and much enjoyed. Afterwards the young ladies assisted their guests to see the garden and the poultry. In the meantime seats were arranged, and the remains of tea removed, so they might enjoy agramaphone entertainment. This gave great pleasure they could not understand where the voices came from ! some very quaint remarks were passed. After the entertainment refreshments were handed round, and then the brake arrived (quarter-past six p.m.), so we hastened to take our seats. On leaving, each guest was given a packet of tea, sugar, and sweets. The remaining cake, jam, &c., was packed up for us to take back to the bed-ridden patients.
When all were safely seated, after bidding good-bye, the old ladies gave their heartiest hurrah! The coachman was requested to take us another hour's drive and by another route. It was delightful, and we arrived home at half-past seven p.m., having had a most delightful time. Poor old ladies, they had enough to talk of for many days. I am sure they did not enjoy themselves a bit more than the nurse." 
